"finer fellow in sil the country-around.”

“ly entered, when young Robertson came up

A BY CAROLINE ¥. PRESION. oa
. Mr.. Jotham, Peabody’s distinguisbi
firmness. Some of his friends were wont lo
it obstinacy. There will be such little
difarences of opinion mow asd tbes, 1
don’t pretend to settle the question as to
joh of the two was right, but it Was 8
well-known fact tht.-ii-xqu wanted to in-
duce Mr. Peabody to ? in one direction,
you ouly had (o advise bim to go in the op-

'., Mr. tho;l{ bad ope chill, and that s

.

dsughter. she got her beauty from
was a mystery toall knew her [ather,
who was a stout, red-faced old gentleman,

with turn-up nose, and very lar fea-
tures. However, settle that quéstion as we
may, Lucy Peabody was pretty, and there
was nt Jeast one person that knew it.

That one person was Ephraim Robertson,
Mr. Peabody's confidentisl clerk. BSome-
how he contrived 'to scquaint Lucy with
his preference, and the young lady, so far
from being displeased, actually sllowed him
40 kiss ber hand, which he did five or six
times, probably to make sure that it was
properly done.

. Lmcy had given her counsent, the
lovera began to discuss ways and means.

Of course the first thing to be thought of
was how the father’s consent should be ob-
tained to the marriage. If the subject were
broached, be would Eo pretty sure to refuse
st once.

““There is one way,’’ said young Robert-
son, hesitating.

““What is it 7' asked Lucy, brightening
up.

Your father is—you’ll excuse me for say-
ing it—a little fond o6f opposition.”
“A litde I ted Luey. *“Icertainly

shouldn’t want him any more g0, Buyj this
is just what makes me afraid he won't give
his consent.”’

“Suppose,’” said her Jover, ““we should
turn that lo our own advantage."

“How can we ?”

*“We might pretend (o dislike each other.”

“T gee,” said Lucy, clapping her haunds.
“It’s & capital idea.” :

“And {mig‘hl make him thiok I wanted
very much fo marry Louisa Loomis.”

‘*‘Perhaps you do,” said Luecy, with a
little twinge of jealousy.

“A very poor taste I should have if 1
did,” gaid Ephraim, empbatically.

Lucy brightened up at this, and her ap-
preciation of Ephraim eonsiderably in-
creased.

Dear réader, if I were not a woman I
would tell you that the beat way to win a
woman’s affections is, either to praise her,
or speak slightly of her rival. (I am an
exception to this remark. )

Our next scene opens at the breakfast-ta-
ble. Lucy had just poured outs cup of
coffee for ger father.

“How long bas Ephraim Robertson been
in your employ, father 2"’

‘“*About five years, Lucy. Why do you
ask 7"’

“1 was thinking it was aboul time to get
somebody else."

* mﬂnm ‘'l stake my reputa-

my employer, and I am
with respect; but I cannot keep silence
while you so malign the charms of her who

has capliv.

this of your’s. I'lifind you 2
or to this Louiss Loomis you think you sre
in love with.”

old gentleman, bastily.
can you bring to my daughter, you young

cerlain|

after awhile.

Mr. Peabody complacently.
be any mutiny in my camp.”’

«‘Her besutifully arched brow."” P
nb H h::

s '.ll e m et .m. ll’m m
und (o trest you

“Tush, Ephﬂm, you're a fool, and
ou'll own it sometime | But I say, my
. I've got a better scheme for you
ide superi-

Ephraim Robertson shook his head very
incredulously and exclaimed :
“] thaok you for your kind intention,

sir, but it is quite impossible to fiad one

whom I shall consider superior to the charm-
ing Louisa.”
“Not at all,”” said Mr. Peabddy, with an

air of confidence.

“May I enquire, sir,”” asked the young

man, *who it is that you design for me 2"’

“My daughter.’’
1 hope,” stammered Ephraim, in appa-

rent confusion, **I hope you won't be of-
fended, sir, bur—""

*I won’t have any buts.’”’ returned the
“What objections

rascal 27
“Qualy that I don’t love her, and she don’t
love me.” .
*“Yes she does. Bhe adores you, or will,
if I require it.” =
“Bat think of my poor Lomsa. It will
break her heart.”
“And serve her right for thinking of {{’m.
Q-

But don’t trouble yourselfl about that.
men’s hearts are tougher than you think

for.”"

“] am confident that Miss Lucy wonld
not accept me.””

“(Catch ber attempting to disobey me | —
Pretty conduct it woulg be in a daughter,

truly.”

"{hlt I should not want her affections
foreced. We should never live together hap-
pily if that were the case.”

“Siuffl and nonsense! You'd come to it
Besides, as somebody says,
‘it's always better to begin with a little dis-
like.”

“I'"ll 1ake & week to consider it, sir.”

“A week! You may havelill to-morrow
morning—not an hour more. I’ll see Lu-
ey and arrange about it.”

«Yes, sir,”” said the clerk, in a subdued
tone.

““And you’ll just bear one thing in mind,

—if you don’t choose to secede to my wish-
es you may find yoursell another place—do
you hear ?**

“Yes, sir.””
“Thought I'd bring Wim round,” said
“There shan’t

Full of his new project, Mr. Peabody

went home to dinner early, impatient to an-
nounce it to his danghter.

“What—marry Ephraim Robertson !™

exclaimed Lucy, in well counterfeited dis-
may.

“Certainly.”
*But you know, papa, I don’t want to be

married at all.””

“All folly. Do you think I'm going to

have any old maids in my family 2"’

“Why, what are you thinkingof ? Why| <Besides, I don’t like Ephraim Robert-
should t any one elss 7"’ son.”"
*Somebody that is more agreeable, fath-| “You’ll learn to.”

*“Why, what is the matter with him ?"
inquired her father, looking over his spec-
tables in surprise.

“QOh, I don’t know, only I don’t like
him."

«“And I tell you it is all a silly preju-
dice,”” eaid Mr. Peabody, warming a little.
*There isn’t a finer young man in the city
than Ephraim Robertson. And as for
changing for another, you won't calch me
very soon doing nr&y such foolish thing."

“Humph I" said Lucy, shrugging her
thoulders pettishly, *I don’t admire your
Saste, papa.”’ :
“Perbaps,”” said ber father, sarcastically,
“you can menlion some ome whom you
would have me mpl-;‘yﬂin his place.”

«There’s Albert kins ;—he's a per-
fect gentléman.*™ :

" 'w ar

!'Wi‘:l: nnchp:pb‘zutiful ~moustache. and
divine whiskers.”

«All you girls think of. I tell you,”
said Mr. Pesbody, excited, “he’s a brain-
Jess idiot, and no moré to be compared with

hraim than—than General Tom Thumb
is to General Scoul.”

#Perhaps not," said Lucy, quietly.

«] dare say you'd be glad to marry this
whiskerando,” said Mr. Peabody, sarcasti-
cally.

"¢1'd rather marry him thas Ephraim
Robertson, at any rate,”” said the young la-
dy, pouting; “‘but I don't want io be mar-
ried at all. A single life is much the hap-

i

“Well 1" ) Mr. Peabody, after
Lucy had left the room, “if there was ever
_lno{.ﬁmlq. wrong-headed girl, that Luc
of mine is one. n’t want to be msrriady!
What did women come into the world for,
I'd lika to konow. Zounds! she shall be
married in three months. And to take such
a prejudice to Ephraim,—why, there isn’t a

" Here Mr. Peabody, having quite finisbed
his breakfast, took his hat and made his
way to the counting room. He bad scarce-

o1 a few minutes con-

to him with a request
versation.

wA few minutes? Certainly. Any

business tangle, eh ¥’ said the old gentle-
man

«Wht i i¢, then? Out with it.”
““The fact is, sir, I wished to consult you
l f o SAELEE |

“* And—and he doesn’t like me.”

“Doesn’t he? See if he doesn’t offer
Limself in three days.”

“Couldn’t you pick out somebody else,
father " asked Lucy.

*“Who can you want better than Ephraim?

Besides, I've passed my word o him, andI
won’t withdraw."’

At least put it off for a year, father
dear,”” entreated Lucy, trying to look very
disconsolate.

“No use,”” said the father, with Roman
obduracy. “It shall eome off as soon as
you can get ready the millinery fixings.”

Lucy protested that ber father was a ty-
rant, to which be listened very complacent-
ly, as if it was a pleasing compliment. On

e whole, however, she concluded that fil-
ial duty required Ler to obey her father,

even when her inclinations were opposed.

The marringe took place at an early day,

and I am obliged to confess that Lucy went

through the trying scenes with a commend-

able degres of fortitude.

“Didn’t I tell you I knew better how to
make you bappy than you did yourseif?

said Mr. Peabody, triumphantly, some three
months af
beligve it, Ephraim, ba, ha! but Lucy want-
ed me to dischurge you only a little while

the wedding. **You woulda't

before you were married.”

“I've changed my mind,” said Lucy,
demurely.

“And Ephraim—it makes me Jaugh to
think of it—thought he was in love with
Louisa Loomis."

“I've changed my mind, too,” replied
Ephraim.

u] knew vou'd say so, when il was all

over," said the old gentleman, rubbing his

hands complacently. “Now, as for me, I
never need to change my mind, because,
you see I'm never unreasonsbls in the first

place.”

Ephraim and Lucy glanced at each other
with a smile, and the old tleman leisure-
ly lighted his cigar, and—you see, dear
reader, after all, my sfory ends in smoke /

A Cuarmsraas Tave.—While the last cen-
tury was floarishing, there dwelt in what
is now a famous city not a mile from Bos-
ton, an opulent widow .lady, who once af-
forded a queer illustration of that cold com-
pound of incompatibles, called “*human na-
ture.””

It was a Christmas Evs, of one of those
old-fashi winters which were so bitter
cold. The old lady put on an extra shawl;
and as she b her shivering frame, she
said to ber faithful servant :

".Il.'t a terrible night, Seip. Iam
afraid my neighbor, Widow Green,

;:l& I:aFlu ing. r'ml.bnp-hdblnow,
i ill iv o ile on a
h_-x';nd!ellth OF WOImAD whepsx
ul(g:mudm o&mhgx:gon
ip, some more w: on .
;s:'dn-l:o]::a pice mug of flip.”” =
These last o were duly obeyed ; and
the old lady was_ y warmed, both

Of Inercy,

‘was about to depart on his errand
::ln his oomlln mistress inlerposed

“A gain Is nt (he Mast.y
i “lnngmmph"-ﬁlmpwnd

* | by Theodore W. Brown, editor of the Wisconsin

ot of BiS paper. It

in our ia ab the mast,
e i
L™ ng on A -
As 5 :i:hin its fo
thousand hearts alive and troe,
o a’m throbbing ou its ficld of blue,

Its eonsecration was in storm
When first we nailed it there—
Thro' masy since it has been Lorae
As Eeree with batile glare.
The seams upon its battered field,
the foeman’s nngry sieel.

The gallant eraft upon the rocks
Was driven by the storm ;
The ies marked the fatal shock
And g'er the bulwarks swarmed.
They thought to reach that pennou free,
And pluck the “Eagle of the Sea™
We rent it from the splintered staff
Against the fearful odds,
And bore it from the sinking emft—
We strike to none but God.

A elond by day—a flame by night,
The flag’s still streaming in the fight.

We trinmph now ! another shaft
Unrolls it to the breeze, *

But those who nailed it to the mast
Still bear it o'er tho seas ;

For God has yot the fot to make

Who drags it to the rending deck.

We wake our ' War ' from his Iair,
While swinging from the shore ;
There's battle in his burning glave,
And in his sullen roar ;
While Browxs are left, that flag shall wave,
And only droop upon their graves.

LOYE ME LAST.

Friend, whose smile has come to be
Very precious unto me—

Though I know I deank not first

Of your love's biright fountain-burst,
Yet I grieve not for the past,

So you only love me lust!

Other souls may find their joy

In the blind love of a boy :

Give me that which years have tried,
Diseiplined and punified ;

Such as, braving storm and blast,
You will bring to me at last |

There are brows more fair than mine—
Eyes of more bewitching nhine—
Other hearts more fit, in trody,

- For the passion of thy youth ;
But their teunsient enspire past,
You will surely love me last!

Wing awny your summer ime—
Find a love in every clime ;
Roam in liberty and light—

1 shall never stay your ight;
For 1 know, when nll is past,
You will come to me ot last!

* Change and flutter, as you will,
« I shall smile sccurely still §
Putiently 1 trust and wait,
Though you tarry long and lags:
Prize your spring till it be past—
Ouly, only love me last!
Philadelphia Ece. Post.

The Apples of New England.

Here sre glimpses of a pleasant picture from a
little poem by Mrs. A. Denison :

The apples of New England!
How hang their loaded boughs,
Over the grey stone fences,
In Nucﬁ u]" the dappled cows ;
Of every red-cheeked Baldwin,
Hath & merry song to sing
Of some old moss-reofed cottage,
Where the farmer is n king.

The Russets of New England!
What ruddy fires they see,
Where the crnck of the veiny walnut
And the emek of the pine agree ;
Where the herbs hang hiigh in the chimney,
And the eat purrs on the heartls,
And rollieking boys gueas riddles
With many a shout of mirth.

01! the Pippins of New Ergland !
What lovers’ smiles they see,

When their yellow conta, in lottors,
Tell tnles at the apple-bee ;

What rosy ehecks at the quiltings !
What kissing in husking time,

That soon lead off to the parson,
Or end in & wedding chime.

0! the apples of New England !
!wf- are famous in every land,
And sleep in silver baskets,
Or blush in a jewéled hand ;
They swell in delicious dreaming
On a beautiful erimszon lip,
And a laste of oectared Llissus
No lover has dared to aip.

Woman Without Beligion.

A man without religion is at best a poor
reprobate, the football qf destiyy, with no
tie linking bim to infinity and to the won-
drous eternity that is begun with him; but
a4 woman without it is even worse—a flame
without heat, a rainbow withont color, a
flower without perfume. A man may, in
some sort, tie his frail hopes and honors,
with weak shifting ground tackle, to busi-
ness or to the world; but a woman without
that anchor called Faith is a drift and a
wreck. A man may clumsily continue a
kind of moral responsibility out of his rela-
tions to mnukind;‘bul a woman, in her com-
paratively isolated” sphere, where affection,
and not purpose, is the controlling motive,
can find no basis for any system of right
action but that of spiritual faith. A man
may craze his thought and brain to truth-
fulvess in such a poor barborage as Fame
and Repulation may stretch before him; but
a woman—where can she put her hope in
storms, if not in Heaven 7 And what sweet
truthfulness, that abiding love—tightening
them with the pleasant radiance, when the
world’s storms break like an army of smo-
king cannon—what can bestow it all, but a
holy soul-tie to what is above the storms,
and to what is stronger than an army with
cannon? Who that has enjoyed the love
of a Christisn mother but will echo the
Ih0ﬂ|ght with energy and hallow it witha
tear !

Brows's Arsexar.—Among Brown's ef-
fects now in custody of the Virginia army
at Harper’s Ferry, are duly registered, five
pocket combs, evidence sufficient o con-
vince any Virginia jury of his intestion to
sttack the domestic institutions of the
South. Two bottles of medicine also are
inventoried, clearly intended te disturb their
internal affairs. There are also two papers
of pins, ofe émery, and one old portmon-
naie, two yards of cotton flannel, two balls
of twine, and various domesticarticles, quite
harmless at the North, but sufficient to arm
a dozen or two of abolitionists, and over-
throw the Ancient Dominion. The
maps of Kentucky, Delaware and Maryland
show what a narrow escape those States had.
— 0. 8. Journal.

Aﬁ'tu;ds_dao;'thgwdmho;m
quiet. rural near Cariisle, Pgnn.,
wers much astoni ohe Bunday morn-

ing by the at church, sol-
S orderly pilaax; of Dan Bice's entirs
Show Company,

phghnmlhwmhw

A stove, madam, is an abomination—a
P‘!l"u‘ invention of the enemy. Not for
s oolds, bronchial disesses, or consump-
gnalm- Therg are other charyes against
them. The “have driven ont the light and
warmth of the olden time dispensation, and
inaugurated one of i y are cheer-
Jess— unsocial. ark, forbidding, sana
breathing out a parched and enervating
heat, they sullenly sentinel the sanctuaries
they have usurped. The old fire place was
a fitting emblem of the old friendships, and
Hospitalities, and honest tings, it en-
ndered and witnessed--opén, genial, glow-
ing. There was a broad - smile erept out
from under its ample forestick and kindled
upward, and its embers winked and nodded
how-are-you, as the lights and shades
chased each other over the tirmubers to the
cheery singing of the sap which bubbled
out on the ends the axe had eleft.  And the
flames, after dancing and leaping over the
walls with the shadows, peeped merrily un-
der the mantle, and vaunisked up the chim-
ney. The dog and the cal, ever more hap-
py in that good old light, and the obildrea
plied the jack-knife en cloice bits of pive,
or with treacherous strings and crumbs at-
tached, drew the ericket from his covert be-
tween the stones. And when the winter
storm beat agninst the panes, it was pleasant
to hear the chiming of the old fashioned
bells—old fashioned, I' say—ringing above
the storm, and hear merry voices atthe door,
and seé friends in cloaks, and overcoals,
burst in with the blinding gust and stomp
their way to the hearth, and shake off the
drifting snow by the melting warmth. The
boys, [they had boys in those days!] were
ordered to pile on more wood, and the crack-
ling flames kept gleeful time to the unstinted
wagging of every tongue. A visit from
sach friends, was worth the while. They
were of solid flesh and blood and earnest
hearts. Their hands Lad the grip of a vice.
The women of that day had not all been
transferred into Hatties, and Netties, and
Jennies, and a thousand other babyish, con-
fectionery terss to hide the good old Sax-
on, but we had Aunt Marys, Margarets,
Pollys and Rebeccas.

1 tell you, sir, there were women in those

days. '
As I was saying, the firé was built in the
“*spare room,”” but all through the evening,
the honest spoken, healthy, substantial
mothers would slip quietly back into the
kitchen whera the turkey was basting before
the fire, and standing in the corner, look in-
to the trusty blaze, which told no secrets,
and have a right down good chat of various
malters. '

Perbaps the visit was from a company of
boys and girls—not gentlemen and ladies—
a plump load, buried under cozy robes, and
sweeping up Lo the door with a shout which
startled all of us to the window. The
swaying light was beld aloft by our “‘gals”
and the monster load helped out, each lean-
ing so trustingly on arms which bad crept
around like a holding tie for the safety of
one who might be cold, or who might fall
out by the way ! while the bells shot round
the corner to the barn, the hoods and cloaks
were removed, and cheeks with a lovlier
bloom than tould be charged to the weath-
er, opening like roses to the fire light.—
Then the tide of Lalk and fecling swelled
from a score of tongues and hearts, until
the bouse rang again with the sounds. The
pie—pumpkins and apple, you must under-
stand—and sweet-eakes were passed, the
old folks slipped quictly out and away 1o
bed, and then—

Well, what is the use of relting garrulous
of these things, to a person who never saw
a generous old farm-house or a fire place.
It does us good, however, to talk of them,
for their memories come over us like a
pleasant dream. Wae forgot that half a cen-
tury has gone by since then, yet under Lhe
locks of snow, the fire of “other days™ kin-
dles for the time and we feel like springing
after the first handsome face which shall
mischievously peer around the standing
ring, and dare us to a strife of **Snap em’
and-cateh "em.’”” In the meantime, the lire
was forsaauen and wanned, the mirth grew
less noisy, and couples slid away and sat
cozily in cormers, and kept up a murmur-
ing undertone of conversation. The old
clock had been wickedly turned back, but
time wore on nevertheless, and some more
courageous one sprang up and broke the
charm. The buzz of woices swelled up
again, and there was hurrying after the
*“things,”” and while boods were tied, eyes
were turned up Lo see where eertain *“fellers’’
wera standing with theirhatsin hand. The
good byes were spoken and sesled with a
kiss, and the load again huddled into the
sleigh, and the impatient horses sped away |
over the crisping snow. Couples were
dropped here and there, and one of the good
times, like a dream whose pleasant memor-
ies linger, faded out into the shadows of a
morning nap.

Scmnrerors Dick.—The Chenango county
(N. Y.) Telegraph tlls the following story
of the early life of the sage of the Susque-
hanna, Daniel 8. Dickenson :

In his, youth, so the story runs, Danie.
was spprenticed to the respectable trade of
a clothier, in Deacon A 's establish- !
ment, in Guilford. After a few woek’s tri-
al, being found an *‘unprofitable servant,'
or, in other words, inchned to “shirk'’ his
task, and rather tricky withal, the Deacon
sigoified his ability to dispense wich the ser-
vices of his new apprentice, who thereup.
on made out a bill for services rendered,
which the former considered exorbitant and
refused to pay. Daniel went off, but ina
few days returned with his benign and plas-
tic countensnce moulded into a contrite and

tant cast, and expressing sorrow for
his past misdeeds, begged to be again taken
on (rial. The Deacon, in the ness of
his heart, took the Eauiumt boy back, and
he went on with his trade two or three,
weeks longer, when one Saturday he asked
leave to make s visit home. bis being
readily graoted, be volunteersed to collect
gome aceounts which the Deacon bad in the
neighborhood to which be was going. Bills
being furnished he set out on bLis visiting
snd collecting tour. Monday mornin
came, but instead of the penitent Daniel,
there came from him to the Deacon an me-
ecount current, wherein the latter was charg-
ed for all the time which the I;ﬁ had spent
with bhim, and slso fees for lecting the
bills which ke had taken, and was duly
balance being enclosed. Soon after, we be-
lieve, be was very properly pul into a law-
yer's office. _

* Motio for the Harper’s Ferry Trial—*Ii

From the Tazewsll Register.
A Burning Weil lnmnurean County,
We bad the pleasure of meeting a few
evenings since, at tha American Houss in
this city, Mr. David Yapleand family, from
Erie county, Pennsylvamia, who were on
their way to visit some relations about fifty
miles south of Pekin, From them we gath-
er some interesting facts 1elating o a burn-
ing well, accidentally discovered a short|
distance from Boyd’s Grove, in Bureau
county, about three o'cleck on Wednesday |
afternoon of last week. It appears thay, on
the premises of a farmer whose name our|

. '_--___'—"————_.__‘_
Itis bard to conceivd, what, as a nati
we should do without our great staple Im;"
an corn, of which about a lhouang millIJ' .
hashels or more than Jifty thousand millipu
pounds ! are now annually produced iy :m
country, Whatcrop would take its Iy_uf
As an artirle of food it is both lu.-a!thp : :
nutritious. and i3 bardly excelled e-t'eyn {,nl
wheat. ~ Yet comparatively few famil;
mike any sesount of itin the culinar d!s
partment. |  The hasty-pudding or B{lls;-
poorly mat:le. and not balf boiled, the Juhn’
ny Cake (journey cake ?) made esﬁ(-miall‘
of meal, enlt, and water, or a livle milk, ary

informant had forgotten, and within a few | E g i
feet of his house, which was s fine two- ;hiﬁ:::";::ﬁ:::m diﬂrptep’"“d from cory,
story dwelling, a well had been previously out of four. No wonder,

childeen grow up with a dislike of j;

in_after Jife feel as an old gentlemn;.“d
mnrl}ed to us recently: I don’g wnm,.m:
‘Indian’ in my family, I had enougl l!‘;.
while a bay.”" But this should not by
there is an almost infinite variety of wh, r:
some, noutishing, benlthful preparagion, .
be: made of Imi;isn eorn, w!l)aic[tla?rl;uﬁ :ﬁ
pleasant ty the taste and- economsieal 'l\fil.i‘:ul
(A pound' of meal usually costs less
E)all the price of a pound of flour, -uhi.‘:u
it containg sbout the Same amount of :u.nrd
ment.) We have given severs] recipes ks
the preparations referred 1o, some chean an

dug, thirty-seven feet in depth, and which
had become entirely dry. From the bot-
tom of it the pruprietor had commenced
boring for water, and the operator bad at
this time reached a still farther distance of
forty feet, when be struck a spring that
comménced rapidly flowing; so great was
the discharge, that, frightened from bhis
work, be fled, leaving the auger in the hale,
Oun reaching the sarfice, he called for a little
girl to light a candle for the purpose of let-
ting down in the well, when, as she opened
the door of the house with it in her hand,
the atmosphere around seemed 1o take fire, A ap, and
but after ug:u_s flash, the biaze was cut:liued.'f:ﬁ; ::r:q“};lz::;]i J:l”.d‘ _‘_"'f"]f'!""“ give
to the vicinity of the well, reaching to the ® partly meal and

. e s { partly flour which we bLave used for g f
height of fifteen feet and upwards! Thef 5 =04 b o Our taste iy ﬁral-m::

little girl was badly burned upon the arm :

and o%her parts of l{er hody ; lg‘; man who| bu'lll.sr:;?lek qﬂ‘:ﬂ‘] "rl:_] ick sour milk, or of
had escaped from the well bad ons eida af| o - » add 1} tescu
his face completely blistered, while auul.her|
workman, making the only three who were
present, was also considerably injured by|
the sudden flash. The neighborbood was)
of course soon aroussd, and although bun- |

. I’fllls of molasses ;
tups flie mealy B} auvps of Ayne. | wn'

spoonful of salt, and 2 teaspoontuls of soda
(Sweet mitk may be used as well, by nddi‘nr;
only 14 teispovnlnls of soda, and 3of vrear;
of tartar.) Siir well together; put into s
| basin, and steam thrée hours, then bake one

dreds visited the spot, many working ui;;lu'l : >
| s ey = wur. It is moist and delicions i
and day, it was not until Friday morning ¢ i g, and will
that the flames were completely extinguish- | keep good for several days. The steaming
: p 5 may be dane in a regular steaming vessel,

ed.. During (his time, a piszza attached to| % 3 ]
: g . . PR g s
the house wus first removed, next a com-| r {1}:: ':‘lf: -l:'l:‘rlb?ksmpl} selling the basin
plete wing, in order to save the main buildA! b-!')ilin > wr:i“ 20 50 l‘:"”&“f‘_ it ubove the
ing, as in every change of wind the flames| T} lib-tll j _,rjuﬂ s i steamed.—
were driven in that direction with such | —tlmtem'::rr‘:l "m:?:u}(;'bt:. ':”Vtr“!'(': =Ouyae.
force ns even to char the woodwork. The s e leh e -
well was again filled up with earth, butto lit-|  Frxpixg taE Roap.—A Yankee traveline
tle avail as regards a final extinguishment, | (he giher day in Dauphin County, rode ‘13
Mr. R i isited p nty, rode up
as Mr. Raple, when he visited the spol ou|(, 4 Datchman cutting bushes along the
Friday morning, geseribes the flames 83| fence, and ssked him the road to Harris.
breaking through the loose earth of the well | barg.
like flashes of gunpowder runuing slong ..‘T“nm.r;?burg'
upon the ground. hen he left, the fire| nop de hilf 9
apon the surfuce appeared to be smothered, | ™ «.Q yes, T ses i’
which bad been Snaly sccomplihul, by| Vel den, You mushtnot ke dat st
: ab boards. | You see dis roal by tee coal bank 2*
Suek occurrences were formerly quite| ayegr» = ¥ ank
[frequent in the vicinity of the Muskingum| «y.j| datish not ter roat, too, but you

] Vell, you see dat roat,
Pointing in that direction.

river and other portions of Ohio, as well as
other Western Suates, but the finding of!
such a reservoir of inflamable gas in this
section of Illinois is somewhat remarkable. |
There were those in attendance here who, |
not able to account for it, supposed that the|
end of the world bhad come, while not a

must go right straight by tee barn dare,
and ven you see von roat jhust so, (bend-
ing his elbpws, and describing at the same
time, ) and ven you kit dere, keep right along
till you get furder. Vell, den you will turn
tee botato patel round, de bndge over de
viver up stveam, and de hill up, and tirectly

few imagined that an entrance had been| yoy see mine prodder Fritz’s parn, shingled
made into that lower region where no ther-| i straw, dats de house where mine prod-
mometer is kept to regulate the extremes of| der lives, + He'll dell you better as 1 can,
heat supposed there to prevail during alll And you go little bit furder, you see two
the season. roals—you must not take both of 'em.”

: The Yankee rode off at the top of Lis
speed.

How tuE AnseNAL At Harper's Ferny
was TAREN 80 EasiLy.—How did it happen .
that the recent insurgents got possession of| - An anecdate relative to the late Profess.
the Arsenal at Harper's Ferry with such|or Wilson, is just now circulating, When
ease? The reason is plain. Some four| the suiter fur the hand of Professor Wil-
years ago, the Hon. C. J. Faulkner, Demo- | son’s daughter had gained the lady’s ap-
eratic M. C. from that Distriet, got a bill| probation, he was, of course, referred 10
through Congress in consequeucs of which | paps. Having stated his, probably, not
the army officers previously in charge there| unexpecied case, the rounger genlln-m:m was
were displaced by civilians. OF cgurse, | directed 1o desire the lady to come to ber
Mr. Fuulkner had the places assigned 1o father, and doubtless her obedience was
members of the first families, who were fa- | prompt. Professor Wilaon had before him,
vorable to his own preferment—though he for review, some work, on the fly-leaf of
afterwards quarreled with them and beeame| which wak duly inscribed, *“With the au-
a lozer of votes by the operation. But the|thor's compliments.”” He tore this out, pin-
change was n needless one, and was sccom- | ned it to his daughter's dress, solemnly led
plished for corrupt purposes, and had it nev-| her to the |young lover, and went back to

er been made, Brown aond his eoadjutors
would not have succeeded as they did in
ecapturing the establishment.—N. ¥, T'rib-
wne.

Tue Biros, &c.— Mr. Beecher, in _n:
“word from the country,” tells his inde-|
pendent readers that,— |

“It may be of some comfort to you to
know that birds are nearly through their
song season. Lt is only in maidenhood and
marriage that they sing. Like many ol.herl
pretty creatures upon whose musical educa-
tion great pains have been bestowed, birds,
after they go to house-keeping and have
children to bring up, forget to play much
and quite neglect all their accomplishments.
The dear little sparrow—the song sparrow
—is an exception. This little homely bird
sings right through the year, in green leaf, |
yellow leaf and sear leaf.””

Expgriesce.—There is a pretty German |
story of n blind man, who, even under a|
misfortune, was happy—happy in a wife ht-i

ascionately loved; her voice was sweet and
Em, and he gave her credit for that beauty{
which (had he been a painter) was the ob-
ject of his idolatry. A physician came, |
and curing the disease, restored the busbaud
to sight, which he chiefly valued as it would
enable him to gaze on the lovely features of
his wife. H: looks, and sees a face hideons
in ugliness! He is restored to sight, but
his happiness is over. Is not this our his-
tory 2 Our cruel physician is Experience.

Ginpisas’ CosrriBuTiox To THE KAxsas
Work.—The distinguished manipulators of
Jno. Brown's correspondence perpetrated a
very shabby fraud in sltering the lelter in
which an ailusion was madeto a *J. R. G.”
(Josbua R. Giddings,) to make it appear
that be bad taken “*stock’ in the Harper's
Ferry “Seare’” to the amount of §300,
when in fact he bad simply contributed $3
to Mr. Brown, without the slightest knowl-
edgﬁ of bis plnns! If there is any baser
way of manufacturing party . capital than
this, we bave never beard of iL

Fruesr Seeaxzss.—The common fluency
of epeech, in many mén, and most women,
is owing to a scareity of mstter and a sear-
city of words; for whoever is master. of a
lauguage sod has 3 mind full of ideas, will
be apt in speaking o besitate mpon the
choice of both; whereas common speakers
bave ouly oune set of ideas, and ove set of
words to clothe them in;d:nd these are sl-
ways ready at the moum ;lopeoplo
aon,;a ﬁuer,ons of church when it is .1.3
smpty, than whbea a crowd is at the door.—
Swit.

A broker, whose mind was always full of
quotations, wasasked, a few days since, how
cld his father was? “Well," said he, ab-
stractedly, **he is quoted at eighty, but there

is every prospect be will resch par, and

wount do o give it up so, Mr. Brown.”

{and throwing u

his work.

Wisnow 15 & Stuaxce Prace.—At the
late Democratic Convention in Lorain coun-
ty, the Cbrirman of the Committee on Res-
olutivns rdported as follows—which report
was ndopted :

Mr. President, we are opposed to resolu-
tions; wa are now embarrassed by some
we have made heretoflore ; we think we had
better not make any, for we don’t know
where we may land another year.

A most sensible Democrat, that! The
only wise tourse these politicians can (nke
is to resolve mot to resolve.— Springfield
News and Journal,

In one of the rural towns in Vermont,
there lived a mau who was accused of steal-
ing sheep, and the day was set when he was
to answer Lhe chiarges before a court of jus-
tice. But as it huppened, before the day of
trial, be sickened and died. His old moth-
er was overwhelmed with grief, and rat
long by the corpse, filling the house with
waling and lamentation. At last, a thought
seemed o strike her ; she brightened up,
1 her hands, sle joyously
ejaculated: “Well, thank God, he's out of
the sheep scrape, anyhow.” -

Dr. Parr, when a boy at Harrow, had.
by intense study, acquired so sclid a look-
ing face for his age, that one day Sir Wil-
lism Junes said to him jokingly: *‘Parr,
if you should have the good lnck (o live for-
ty years, ypu may stand a chance of over-
taking your fuce.”

A Cuasoz o Giris.—The Agricultur-

al Sseisty which holds jts fair a. Dundee,

Mich., in Qctober, offers a premium of five
dollars to the young lady who will “‘pare a

k of potatoes in the shortest time aud do
it the best."”

An exchange publishes two lines of the
great epic upon General Jackson, written by
a western bard:

“When you sce their eyes glisten, then my men

fire
Werp the| last dying words of A, Jacksm
quuilra.

We should manage our fortune as we do
our bealth—enjoy it when good, be patient
when it iz bad, and never apply violent rem-

edies except in an extreme necessity.

According to the new Philadelphia Di-
rectory, there are eighty Jobn Swmitbs I
that city, but how. many silver or black-
smiths is not stated.

As a ccuntenance is made beautiful by
the soul’s phinin ough it, so l-h#-"or"
is besutified by the shining ¢hrough it 0 -

Oulnc;nio Brewn wasa
g of 1812, aad fought at

soldier in the
the battle of




